488	A MODERN COMEDY
whether Fleur wasn't going to ' climb down ' and * pay
up.' Twice he had refused, saying : " They were mighty
nice to me; and I'd never tell you what they said, even
if I did go and find out."
She was painting his portrait, so that a prepared canvas
with a little paint on it chaperoned their almost daily
interviews, which took place between three and four when
the light had already failed. It was an hour devoted by
MacGown to duty in the House. A low and open collar
suited Francis Wilmot's looks. She liked him to sit lissom
on a divan with his eyes following her ; she liked to come
close to him, and see the tremor of his fingers touching
her skirt or sleeve, the glow in his eyes, the change in his
face when she moved away. His faith in her was incon-
venient. P's and Q's were letters she despised. And yet,
to have to mind them before him gave her a sort of pleasure,
made her feel good. One did not shock children !
That day, since she expected MacGown at five, she had
become uneasy, before the young man came in saying :
" I met Michael Mont; his cuff was bloody. Guess
whose blood ! "
" Not Alec's ? "
Francis Wilmot dropped her hands.
" Don't call that man e Alec ' to me."
" My dear child, you're too sensitive. I thought they'd
have a row—I read their speeches. Hadn't Michael a
black eye ? No ? Tt—tt! Al—er—' that man ' will be
awfully upset. Was the blood fresh ? "
" Yes," said Francis Wilmot, grimly,
"Then he won't come. Sit down, and let's do some
serious work for once."
But throwing himself on his knees, he clasped his hands
behind her waist.
" Marjorie, Marjorie ! "

